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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 
This story was written about a year or so ago, meaning it is in first person. The Point Of View switches. Any 


writing from me in the future will be in third person 


Billie's POV? 


let out a low groan, jerking myself awake and taking a look at my clock 

It was eight, and even though it was the weekend | had things to do. 

| slipped out of bed, pulling a sweatshirt over my head and tugging on a pair of baggy black jeans. 

| walked out to the kitchen, the familiar sound of nothing around me. | lived alone, | had for years. | was about 


to make my morning coffee when my computer made a little dinging noise. | sat down in front of the screen, 


opening my mail 


(I) New eMails. Unknown Sender. 


| clicked in on curiously, opening the message. | stared at my screen, confused It was a picture of someone, a 


man who | didn't know. Bright blue eyes, green dyed hair, who was this guy? 
Tré Cool. Age, 29. Get information on him. 

"What the fuck." | mutter under my breath, closing and deleting the email 
Yet | wanted to know who this guy was. 

Who sent the email? Who was Tré? Why was | supposed fo spy on him? 


The questions swam through my mind, although | stepped away from my computer before | was tempted to 


look him up. 
Although | still felt the need to my whole day through. 


So when | got home, | did. 


One 


Billie's POV? 


Tré Cool. What an odd name. | had searched him up on google earlier, and | had probably gotten a little too 


much information. 
Before | knew it, here | was, standing outside his house. 


Oh dear lord. Am | just doing what the sender asked? No, | drove away my own questions. If | ever spied on 


him itd be for myself-wait, what? 

| physically shook my head to rid myself of those thoughts, wondering why | was doing this anyway. 

The email had installed so much curiosity in me, | just had to look this guy up. 

| snuck up to the side of his house, grateful for the fact that no one was around to question me more than | 
was questioning myself. | peered through the window, staring into his living room. No one was in there. | 
watched for a few seconds, looking for any signs of Tré. | let my gaze wander throughout the living room, 
movement snapping my eyes back to the hallway of his house. 

A short-ish man walked out, wearing nothing but a towel around his waist. And he had green spiky hair. | 
quickly ducked down, sliding down the side of his house until | was sitting on the grass. Fuck me, he's attractive. 
| stifled a groan at this thought, trying my best to want to leave and never return 


But my mind thought otherwise, and | knew in the back of my brain I'd be coming back sooner or later. 


| blew out a little breath, crawling on my knees away from his house. | jumped the fence surrounding it and 


tore off down the street, hoping he didn't notice the man peering in his window. 
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| pushed open the door to my house, closing it behind me and walking to the bathroom. 

| shed myself of my clothes, turning on the shower and stepping inside the tub. The warm water running down 
my back was calming, and helped me clear my thoughts. | leaned my back against the tile wall, smiling stupidly 


to myself. 


| pictured Tré in my mind. The photo from the email had done no justice to show how attractive he actually 


was. 


Wait, what? You haven't even spoken to him. There's no way you have any type of feelings for him. 


| groaned externally, realizing that Tré was probably straight as a line, and not bisexual like myself. | ran my 
fingers through my hair, stepping back into the pouring water before turning the knob off and getting out. | 
wrap a towel around my hips, walking to my bedroom and flopping down on my bed. Before | realize it, I've 


already fallen asleep. 
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| blinked my eyes open, staring over at the clock on my bedside table. | looked away immediately, realizing | 


didn't care about the time. It troubled me, as the first thing | had really thought of after the time was Tré. 
What was my deal with him? 

| couldnt go back, | wasn't going to fucking stalk the poor guy. 

This is ridiculous. 

But he is hot, piped up the voice in my head. And cute. 


| rolled over off the bed, standing up. The towel | had slept in fell neatly onto the floor around me, and | bent 
down to pick up and and place it on the bed. It wasn't even completely dry yet. 


| slipped into some red skinny jeans and a plain black t-shirt, strapping on my black watch and sliding my phone 
into my back pocket. 


| flopped down onto my sofa, looking around my house for something to do. 


You know what you really want to do, the voice in my head hissed, causing me to bite my lip and shake my 
head. No, you can't go back there. It was bad enough you went once. 


| groaned as | stood, my bones cracking a bit in protest as | did so. | ran my fingers through my hair, blowing 
out a breath loudly. Go for a walk, it'll help you clear your mind, | thought, walking out of my house and locking 
my door behind me. 

Before | even knew where | was going, my feet had taken me to 413 Reverend Avenue. 

| glanced up at the house before me, weighing my decisions. | bit my lip, my eyes resting on the asphalt as a 
white envelope fluttered across the ground and stopped, my feet barring it from going any further. | bent 
down, picking it up. 


Frank Wright, Ill. 


Was that Tre's real name? 


In a split-second choice, | held tightly onto the envelope and jogged up the short path to his front door. | 
knocked two times, then stood back to wait. Thirty seconds had passed, but it felt like hours. 


Finally, the door creaked open A man just an inch or so shorter than me peered out, his green hair fluffed and 
sticking out in random 


places. 


"Can | help you?" Tré smiled softly, straightening up. | could feel his gaze on me, and suddenly felt a wave of 
self-consciousness. God, | hope | don't look too shitty. 


"S-sorry." | stuttered, holding up the envelope. "I found this floating around out there. | thought maybe it was 


yours." 
| held it out, letting Tré take it from my hand. 


"Yeah, that's mine. Thanks." He grinned, shaking my free hand. "I know it says Frank, but | prefer Tré. I've seen 
you around before.Billie, right?" 


| nodded, a nervous smile creasing my lips. 
"That's me." | reply cheerfully, breaking into a grin 


"Well, hello Billie. Would you like to come in.?" Tre's voice trailed off, leaving me a bit dumbstruck. | bit my lip, 
trying not to stutter. 


"Sure, if you don't mind." | laughed softly, Tré smiling at me. He took me by my wrist and yanked me inside, 


closing the door behind me. 

"So, Billie." Tré flashes his adorable smile at me, causing me to blush just a bit. | dig my nails into my wrist 
behind my back, cursing myself internally for letting my emotions get to me. | had just officially met him a 
few minutes ago, and he was straight. Right? 


There's no way any of that "love at first sight" stuff was real. 


Right? 


Two 


Billie's POV? 


| let out a puff of breath as | flopped down on my bed, wiping some sweat off my forehead. I've now confirmed 


that Tré is not at all straight. 
Things had gotten a little steamy. 

| had bid him goodbye just a half hour ago after spending three hours at his house. 

"We should do this again sometime" Tré had smirked at me before kissing my cheek and closing the door. 


| wrenched myself back into the present, laying down on my back, my pillow making a little ‘poof sound as my 
head hit it. | closed my eyes, attempting to sleep and fall victim to the weight tugging at my eyelids, but | just 


couldn't. 


Tré was all that was on my mind. | let out a loud groan, sitting up and hopping off my bed. | headed into the 
kitchen, opening the fridge and staring into it absentmindedly. | wasn't hungry, but maybe food would take my 
mind off Tré? Not like he was a bad thought. 


But obviously | wouldn't be able to get anything done until | had focused on something besides Tre's prize ass. 
Oh shit, did | really just think that? Dammit. 


| sigh deeply, wringing my hands together nervously. What if Tré actually did want to see me again? What if it 
became more than just a sexual attraction? | was going to kill myself with all these thoughts. 


| pushed away memories of earlier today and grabbed some deli meat out of a drawer, slapped it on some 
bread and then onto a plate. | closed the fridge and headed to my room with my sandwich, sitting down on my 
bed and setting the plate on my lap. | took a bite of the sandwich, my bored gaze resting on the blank wall. 


| glanced at my phone wistfully, wanting him to text me, call me, anything to know that | wasn't just a one- 


night stand. | sighed. 


{Tre's POV} 


| took a deep breath, walking out of the kitchen with no food in hand. The only thing appetizing to me currently 
was Billie. | bit my lip, pushing away my urge to call him and ask him to come back and stay the night, and 
instead walked to the bathroom. 


| stripped myself of my clothes and stepped into the shower, turning on the warm water. Dumb move, | 
thought as the freezing water spilled onto my back. | let a little growl of annoyance slip out. 


| stayed in the corner until the hot water finally arrived. | shuffled back under the water, sighing contently as 
the warmth ran down my back. | ran my fingers through my hair, closing my eyes and letting myself sink into 
my thoughts. | wanted Billie. Not in a sexual way-well, that too-but | wanted him to be mine. | wanted a 
relationship with him. 

I'd better text him after | get out, maybe ask him to dinner tomorrow. | smiled to myself, running my fingers 
through my bright green hair once more before | turned off the water and hopped out, wrapping a towel 
around my waist and shaking my head. 

Water droplets flicked all over the bathroom mirror, leaving little spots in the foggy glass. | headed to my 
bedroom, wiping my hands dry on my towel and picking up my phone. My fingers left slight wet marks on the 
screen. Of course we had exchanged numbers. | would never let this go that easily. 


Ah, there was Billie's number. 


| tapped on it and selected ‘send message’. But all of a sudden | felt tongue tied. What should | say? What 
happens next? | typed slowly, choosing each word carefully. 


>hey Billie >:3 | was wondering if maybe you'd like to go out for dinner tomorrow night?? 

| laid my phone back on the table, scooting over to my dresser and taking out a pair of sweatpants and boxers. 
| tug them on, pulling my favorite black-and-white striped sweatshirt over my head. | unplugged my phone 
from its cable, sitting on my bed and waiting for a response. Not a minute later, my phone dinged with a new 
message from Billie. 

>Trél :D Sure, that'd be great. Anywhere in mind? 


| wouldn't lie and say my heart didn't start beating seventy miles an hour at his response. 


>ohhh, somewhere in mind. that i do have, but it's a surprise. I'll pick you up at six, if that's ok. what's your 
address? 


>I'm worried haha. 612 st james street 
| blew out a deep breath, the tightness in my chest starting to ebb away. 
>alright, i'll see you Tomorrow then Q 


>oh no 


Well, at least | can scare him and not have him back out. | stood up and plugged my phone back in to the wall 
for the night, throwing the towel from earlier into the laundry corner in my room. It was starting to pile up. 
Ill have to do the laundry before | leave tomorrow, | set a personal reminder inside my head. | would start it 


now, but everything happening today has exhausted me. 
My energy for today had run out. 


| flick off the lights in my room, turn on the ceiling fan and flop onto my bed. Its hot in my room, hot enough 
that even with the windows open, the door open and the fan on its highest setting | am still somehow sweating. 


| toss and turn around in my bed, flipping the pillows on their opposite sides and throwing the bedsheets and 
comforter onto the floor. At some point, | slipped into a deep snooze, sliding into the darkness cornering my 


VISION. 


Three 


Billie's POV? 


My god. I'm going to dinner with Tré. | wish he had told me where we were going, so | could've dressed 


appropriately, but I'll just ask him. | grasped my phone from my side table, sending Tré a quick text. 
>What should | wear for later?? 

>anything looks hot on you 

>That doesn't help. What should | wear? 

>preferably nothing 

>Jesus Christ what are you wearing? 

>my birthday suit 

>Please don't 

| blew out a deep breath, grumbling angrily under my breath at no one. | tried one last time. 
>Should | get dressed up..?? 

>you don't have to. casual is fine 

>.finally 


| felt a bit annoyed, but Tré was always flirty, since we met.yesterday. Maybe | shouldn't go. But you have tol 


This is what you want! My inside voice was right.again. 


| tugged my old Misfits shirt over my head, pulling off my baggy pajama sweatpants in exchange for red 
skinny jeans that were a little too tight and a plain long sleeved shirt. Red sleeves with stars and a gray chest. 
| rolled the sleeves up to my elbows, pulling out some socks and tugging them on. | shoved my feet into my 
black high top Converse, not bothering to untie them. 


| wasn't sure of what | was going to do until Tré picks me up, but it was already eleven and | had slept in way 
too much. | walked into the kitchen, pulling out some ingredients. I'll make pancakes, | thought. 


| was in the middle of mixing the batter when | realized | had forgotten my belt. And | needed one with these 


Jeans. 


| poured the finished batter into a buttered pan, jogging out of the kitchen and back into my bedroom. | opened 
my top dresser drawer, pulling out a black spiked belt and threading it through my belt loops. | headed back 
into the kitchen, making it just in time to flip the pancakes before they burned. 


| set the spatula on the countertop, pulling out a plate for myself. | waited for a few minutes before checking 
them again. Seeing they were done, | used the spatula again to set them on the plate. | placed it down on the 


table, and was about to sit down when there was a knock on the door. 


My heartbeat quickened, checking the time on my phone even though | knew it couldn't be six already. | hopped 
over to the front door, unlocking it and opening it. There was a tall, skinny man standing there, in the usual 


UPS delivery outfit. 


"Billie Joe Armstrong?" The man asked, and handed me the package when | nodded. "Sign here." He said gruffly, 
pointing to a blank and handing me a pen. "This must be important, the guy slipped me an extra twenty to get 
it delivered the same day." 


| raised my eyebrows at him, signing the paper and taking the package inside. After | closed the door, | walked 
to the kitchen and placed the box on the table, grabbing a pair of scissors from a drawer. | used the scissors 
to slice open the tape on the box. 


The label didn't have a name on it, nor a return address. For a split second before | opened the package, | 
froze. What if it's from the email sender again? | shook my head. An email is different than a package. 


Pushing my worries to the side, | pulled open the two flaps of cardboard and stared inside. There was another 
smaller box enclosed in bubble wrap and a message next to it. | took out the small slip of paper and read it 


carefully. 


Billie, 

Just a lil gift for the sweetest guy ever. 
See you Tonight, 

Tré >:) 


Oh dear. 


| took out the box slowly, using the scissors once again to carefully cut it open. Inside was another, smaller 
box, red and fuzzy with velvet. | popped open the box easily, my eyebrows raising in surprise when | took out 


its belongings. 


In my hand sat a little glass heart ornament, see-through, and a little bit smaller than my palm. | smiled softly 
to myself, wondering why he needed such a big box for something so little. | turned to my left, hanging the 


ornament from its loop on a cupboard handle. 


My pancakes were cold by now, which didn't really matter. | wasn't very hungry anyway, and most of them 
were somewhat burned on one side. | dumped my plate and left it in the sink with all the other dishes. I'll take 
care of them later. But what to do now? 


| sighed and sat back in my wooden kitchen chair, staring at the ceiling blankly. 


{Tre's POV} 


| was jittery as all hell when | woke up. 


| hopped out of my bed and looked over at the time, my eyes widening in surprise when | realized how late | 


had slept in. It was already noon! 


| scuffled over to my phone, picking it up and dialing the number for the restaurant down on South Gates 


Street. 

It was called.ah, yes. Genesis. It was a strange name for a restaurant, but they had a great food and it wasn't 
fancy, so it was perfect for a first date. | had told Billie I'd pick him up at six before | had even made 
reservations, so it was more of a wait-and-hope kind of thing. After one ring, a woman picked up the phone. 
"Hello, Genesis restaurant. Would you like to make a reservation?" 

| cleared my throat quietly before replying. 

"Yes please, two for six-thirty tonight?" 

"That'll work fine. Your name?" 

| bit my lip slightly nervously, | was never the best at phone calls and talking and such. 

"Frank, please." 


"Thank you, and we'll see you later." 


| sighed deeply in relief after | hung up the phone, placing it back on the table and heading into the kitchen to 


make myself some breakfast. Six o'clock seemed so far away. 


Four 


[Billie's POV] 


The day had ebbed away slowly, but finally it was five-thirty. | headed into the bathroom to brush my hair 
for the third time, calming the fluffed-up "sex-hair" spikes. Yet every time | tried, they spiked back up again 


Oh well. 
It was a good look for me, | guess. 


| brushed my teeth again, but still sprayed some liquid breath-mint stuff in my mouth. Breath-freshener? | 


don't know. 


Once | was satisfied with my look, | grabbed my keys and stuffed them into my pocket. | checked my watch 


before strapping it on, it was 5:50, and Tré would be here soon 

| sat in my kitchen chair, swinging my legs distractedly. 

After what seemed like ages, there was a few knocks on the front door. | hopped out of my seat and bounded 
over to the door, a grin plastered to my face. | swung it open, perhaps a bit too quickly, and smiled at my 
date. 

Tré grinned back at me. He was dressed in black jeans that clung nicely to his thighs (and I'm sure made his 
ass look great), and a plain dark blue t-shirt. His muscles bulged against the thin cotton Tré opened his arms, 
waiting, and | gave him a big hug. | stepped out of my house, closing and locking the door behind me. 

"How are you, Be" Tré smirked, snaking his arm around my waist. 

"Better now that l'm with you." | laughed softly, my cheeks already turning a light pink 

"How about you?" 


"| could say the same." Tré replied, pulling me a bit closer and walking me to his car. 


| walked over to the passenger's side of the car, opening the door and hopping in Tré only got in his car once | 


was in. 
"So, where are we going?" | asked curiously as he started the car. Tré pulled out, chuckling to himself. 


"Is a surprise, sweetheart. Did you like my gift?" 


| rolled my eyes at him, my smile unfading. 


"Yes, it's wonderful. Thank you Tré" Tré smiled and momentarily looked over at me before focusing back on the 


road. 

"Good. | wasn't sure what you'd like." 

"IIl like anything if it's from you!" 

"Lacy pink thigh-highs?" Tré smirked, and | could tell he was holding back his laughter. 

"Possibly." | grinned back at him, causing him to chuckle. 

"Id enjoy that" "You're quite kinky, aren't you? You dirty boy." | laughed, folding my arms across my chest. 
Tré chortled, his cheeks turning a shade of pink. 

"Maybe." 


| giggled mischievously, leaning back against the car seat. | reached over with one hand and squeezed Iré's 


knee, smirking. 
"You're the dirty boy here, cut it out" 
He chuckled, glancing over evilly at me. Tré gasped, remembering something. 


"Oh, right! | brought something else for you." | raised my eyebrows in surprise, shaking my head and laughing 
softly. 


"Tré.you don't have to buy me stuff, really!" My date shook his head, reaching behind us to the back seat 


once we were at a red light. He pulled his arm back with a bouquet of flowers in hand. 

"Here you go, lovely." He grinned. | bite my lip softly, taking them from him. 

"Thank you." | could feel the blush on my cheeks, letting a little giggle slip past my lips. Tré smiled back at me. 
"We're here!" | stared out the window, my eyes resting on a big green neon sign 

Genesis. 

''ve never been here!" | exclaimed, looking over at Tré. "Do | look alright?" 


Tré parked the car, looking over at me and grinning. 


"You always look stunning, | wouldn't worry." He leaned over and gave my cheek a little kiss, causing me to 


blush even more. 


"Let's go." Tré hopped out of the car, and before | could even open my door he got it for me. | smiled 
gratefully at him, taking his hand in mine and walking in with my hip brushing against his. 
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| walked up the pathway to my home, side by side with Tré, his hand in mine. 


| had a really great time tonight, Tré" | murmured softly, smiling sweetly at him. Tré grinned back, planting a 


soft kiss on my lips. 
"We should do this again." 
"Definitely." | confirmed, laughing softly as | gave his hand a gentle squeeze. 


He rubbed his thumb over mine, pressing his lips to my forehead before he let me go and trotted back to his 


car. 


Author's Note 


Hello! 

My name is Spade and I'm here to thank you for reading my book, and for any comments you gave it! It 
means a lot to me. 

| apologize for this story being short, this is something | worked on for a long time and simply lost interest in 
the plot, so | ended up cutting it off. 

Where else you can find me: 

Instagram: ericcxrr 

Tumblr: thief-ofrage 

Twitter: thiefofrage 

Wattpad (where all my other stories are, but I'm slowly moving my band fics here as well): thiefofragebbbl 
Thank you again, and please check out some of my other stories if you enjoyed! 

-Spade @ 


